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every natural instinct of the language is violated, and the simple music native in French metre is replaced
t                                     by falsetto notes sharp and intense.    The charm is
that of an odour of iris exhaled by some ideal tissues or of a missal in a gold case, a precious relic of the pomp and ritual of an archbishop of Persepolis.
Parsifal a vaincu les filles, leur gentil
;>                                                        Babil et la, luxure amusante et sa pente
';                                                        Vers la chair de ce garden vierge que cela tente
D 'aimer des seins lagers et ce gentil babil.
«•'>                                                            II a vaincu la femme belle an eoetir subtil
<:                                                        Etalant ces bras frais et sa gorge excitante;
II a vaincu 1'enfer, il rentre dans sa tente ;,                                                        Avec un lourd trophde & son bras pueril.
i -
,                                                         Avec la lance qui perga le flanc supreme
»                                                         II a gueri le roi, le voici roi lui-meme,
J                                                          Et pretre du tres-saint tre"sor essentielj
<if                                                             En robe d'or il adore, gloire et symbole,
|                                                         Le vase pur ou resplendit le sang r$el,
'? \                                                         Et, o ces voix d'enfants chantent dans la coupole.
I;
11                                          I know of no more perfect thing than this sonnet.
|4                                      The hiatus in the last line was at first a little trying,
I •                                     but I have learned to love it; not in Baudelaire nor
| J                                     even in Poe is there more beautiful poetry to be
I                                       found.    Poe, unread and ill-understood in America
| I                                     and England, here, thou art an integral part of our
I ;                                     artistic life.
I .                                         The  Island o? Fay,   Silence,  Elionore, were the
> I                                     familiar spirits of an. apartment beautiful with tape&-